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LUKE CAFFREY'S KILMAINEAM MINIT. 


A ſecond Edition, ad the Aken of many onifis 
2 not inthe tot her Edition. 


THEN to ſee Luke's Ia Frog we agreed, 

| We tipp'd all our gripes in a tangle; 
And mounted on trotters wid ſpeed, | 

To fquint at de faub as hed dengles x: 
For he was de ſmart on degap, 

He Boon led de bull-dog and pinners; 
And when dat he mill'd a fat ſap, 

He merrily melted de winners, | 

To ſnack wid de 1 of 41 * 


* The concluding wit of a verſe 10 he du: in 200 | 
Newgate cant. 


* 
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In a I we Mink: at ob Hud. 
Where de quod ids glum phiz did exhibit ; 1 
Mid a. facer we coddled our Hood, 
For de wind id blows cold from de: n 
De boy he had travelld afo ee, ; 
Like ratlers we after him þeg'd it; 5 
For to miſs us would greeve him full ſore, 
Bekaſe why, as a favour he begg'd it, 
We'd tip him de fives fore his det. 


When we came to de man-trap, and ſaw 
Poor Luke look ſo blue in de gabbard ; | 
To fave him'l faut I could draw ö 8 — 
Ne toafter from out of de ſcabbard: | 
* Oh! Luky,” fs I, © do you ſee! 
Be & | iron and ſteel 3 in me daddles, 5 
If I taut I could once ſet you free, . | 
De ſcarlets ſhould ſmoke in dir ſaddles, = | 
Your gullet to ſave from de nooſe... 


Your ſoul! I'd fight blood to de eyes, 
Lou know it, I would to content you; 
But foul play I always diſpiſe, - 
Dat's for one to fall upon twenty!” 
Sis he, . Tis me fate for to die, 
I knowd id when I was committed; 
But yet, if de ſlang you run fly, -- 
De ſcragboy may ſtill be outwitted, 
I Aud I ſcout again on de lay. 0 


"2 j 


When I dance ?ux? de ert and de ſkies, 
Die clargy may bleat for de ſtruggle; 
But when on de ground your Arend lies, 
Oh! tip me a ſnig in de Jugler 
Oh! you know dat id is me laſt hope, 
As de ſurgints of otomy tell us; 
Dat when I am cut down from de rope, 
You'll bring back de puff to me bellows, 
And ſet me, once more, on me pins.“ $i 


He finiſh'd dir ſpeech wid a ſigh! 
We ſaw de poor fellow wag funking ; 
De drizzle ſtole down from his eye, 
Thu” we faut he had got better ſpunk in; 
Mid a tip of de slang * we replied, 
And a blinker dat nobody noted; 
De clargy ſte pt down from his ſide, 
And de gabbard from under him floated; 
Oh! be de hoky, id was den dat me port royal run cold: | 


Pads foremoſt be div, and den round 
le caper'd de Kilmainham minit; 
But ſoon, when helay on de ground, 
Our biſne/s we tant to begin id 
Mid de ſtiff to a ſbebeen we hied, 
But det had ſhut faſt ev'ry ine 
His brain- box hung all- a one ſid eg, 1 146 
And no Diſtiller's pig could be blindery. - © © 
But dat, = knows is what n all cum to- 
| * VO 
* The fi nger, at this ber, is * Gu _ fran of his 
right-hand on bis noſe. 
EY 7 His 
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His puſhing-block piſſy came i en N e 10 nit een 
From tipping de ſeragboy a duſting en ener 

Her Ruff- [bop was up to her chin, NR ee 
Like a cram'd fowl wid tznderneſs bis ings 2 n! 

We lent him a ſnig, as he fed, e ein e 

On d- Jugler, tis here dat de tk 163 +58 Sas hi). 7 

But ſoon as we found him quite d ed, OD Tf 
In de duſt-cafe,we bundled. his e 2 26 11th es 


And gave him a barb rous long Proteſtant leafe of 
de ſanctified ſod yonder beyant, dere in bloody 
Finglas, your ſoul! Dat's for 999 annums, be 


de murd'ring Hemp Act puny: in man 
you know. 
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- PADDY O'ROURKE; e 

ect ! a, rn n 

PIG. UNDER THE. Por. 35 

WEN I was a young man in ſweet Tiperary, 
To dance with a piper or hurl on the green, 

90 active, ſo merry, fo briſk, and ſo alry. 
The devil my fellow was ſcarce ever ns 
There was Judy Malfinnan, with kin White as linen, 
Good humour'd her face as a full flowing . | 
if. under the. buſhes, or on the green rum 4 1 
Oh! Paddy O'Rourke was the] e joy of my ba. | 


and out; rontdatogr;) highs away 1 75 with! my 


jug and jug whiſtey, my ro und fro frikey,'T ſung ſor 
the Girls, maſt this Was. my fong. - 


1 
2 ne 


* Here the A Inger is + foint the fore Anger 1 ** right- 
hand to * neck. 
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At the fair of Clogheen I met with my jewel, 
I kiſſed her, myſelf was as bold as a amm 1 
Be ealy, ſays ſhe, and ſhe look*d very crue ; Wk 4 
I ſoftened her heart with a drop of a dam: 
The night was advancing, ſo home we led — 8 
I lifted my Judy oer many a ſtile; : 
As we came to a wood, Oh! ſays ſhe you ih good,” * 
And this is the place were poor me you'll beguile. 
| With your bubberooo, didderoo, & . 
A Pig I e bome from the fair to my daddy, 
And Judy had bought there a neat iron pot; 
Your Pig underneath you'll put, my own Paddy, 
And then you'll undo me by this and by that: 
The birds ſung around us while love and love crown'd us; 
But whether I there took the hint or did not, | 
Pit leave you to gueſs it, bat Judy will bleſs f it, 
The day that I put the Pig under the Pot. 


With my dubberoo, didderoo, &. | 
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THE GOLDEN DAYS or QUEEN „ 


0 my Muſe, gire mine, and deem it not 4. it 
A 
If we jumble together muſic, poatry; and hiſtoryy/ 0 


The times to diſplay. in the days of Queen Beſs, fir; 
Whoſe name and whole, memory poſterity will 1 85 os. 


O the Golden ays of good Queen Beſs. is 
PER be the N of Good Queen vel. | 
f | Then 


Tben we laugh'd at the bugbears of Dons and Armadasj 
With their ganpowder puffs, and their bluſtfring bravadoes 
For we knew how to err ge both the pet and om 
dow, fir, | 
And could bring down a Spaniard juſt as eaſy as a « crows 
fir- : : | A 
E the Golden Days, &. 


Then our ſtreets were.unpav'd, and hone unthatch'd, 
fir, ; 
Our windows v were -lattic'd, and ourdoors only latch'd, 670 
Ye ſo few were the folks that would plunder, or rob, ſir, 
That the hangman was ſtarving for want of a job, fir. 
O the Golden Days, & c. 


Then our ladies, with oy ruſfs, tied about their [marks 5 
R 
Would gobble up a pound of bock-ſteaks for their 
eat; 
While a cloſe quill'd up coif their noddles juſt did fit, fir, 
And they truſs'd up as tight as a rabbit for the ſpit, ſir. 
22” e ine Golden Days,” Ke. 1 | 


Then jerkins, and gunblets; and yellow worſted hoſe, ſir, - 
With a huge pair of whiſkers was the dreſs of our r beaus, 
. K ; wit OH 
Strong beer they ſag too, to Claret or Hook, Fr. 
And no poultry they priz d, like the wing of an ox. fir. 
Ss my Golden Dogs, d 


34 4 
1 7 


- . 
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Jood neighbourhood then was as plenty too as beef, fir, 
And the poor from the rich never wanted relief, firz © * 
__ merry went the mill-clack, the an and ny 
plough, fir, | | 
And honeſt men could live 5 the ſweet af their brow, fir, | 
Oh the Golden ect „ | 


Theu football, and NG and pitching of the bar, ſir, 
Were prefe:r'd to a flute, to a fiddle, or guitar, fir ; ; 


5 And for jaunting and junketting, the favourite regale, ſir, | 9 | 
| Was a walk as Iar as 9 to demoliſh buns and ale, | 


| e | : 
| O the Golden Days, Kg. | = 


Then 6 Elks, every Suns went twice, at leaſt, to 
cChurcb, fir, . 
ö And never left the parſon or his fermon | in the lurch, Gr; 
For they judg'd that the Sabbath was for people to be 
good! 1 
And they thought it Sabbath bring if they din'd 
« Without a pudding, fir. 
O ag W Days, &c, 


- — — rr 
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Then our great men were good, and our ar good men were 


great, fir, _ 
And the props of the nation were the pills e of the e flates 
fir ; | 


For the Sov'reign aud Subject o one interelt ſupported, | 
And our powerful alliance by all powers then was courted. 

. O the Golden Days, &c. „ 
„ 
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Then the High and Mighty States, to der ever 
| . ſhame, fir, . 
Dy Britons were releas'd from: the galling wok of Spain | 
fir; 
And che rous'd Britiſh Lion, had Europe then combin'c 
- fr, 
Vndiſmay d, would . ſcatter'd them, like chaff before 
the wind, fir. 
O the Golden Days, &c. 


Thus they e. eat, and they drank, and Roh work'd, and | 
they play'd, fir, 
Of their friends not aſham'd, nor of enemies afraid . 
fir; 
And little did they think, when this ground uy ſtood 
C2 on, ſir, i 
70 be drawn from the life now they're al dead and 5 
S | | 
O the Golden Dogs, An &c. 8 EC 
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THE > BOTTLE. 


yore ATEER "ONE lovers may ſay, 
2 A miſtreſs I've found to my mind; 
le enjoy her by night and by day, | 
_, Yet ſhe grows. ſtill, more lovely and kind: 
of her beauties 1 never am cloy'd, 
Tho” I conſtantly ſtick by ber ſide; 
Nor diſpiſe her becauſe ſhe's RES" | | 
1 a legion of lovers beſide. ; 


C93 


For tho' thouſands may broach her, - 
May broach her, may broach her, 

By Jove I ſhall feel neither envy nor ſpleen, 
Nor jealous can prove of the miſtreſs I love; 


For a bottle, a bottle, a bottle's the miſtreſs I mean; 


Nor jealous can prove of the miſtreſs 1 love; 
For a bottle, a bottle, a bottle's the miſtreſs I mean. 


5 Should I try to deſcribe all her merit, 

With her praiſes I ne'er ſhould have done; 

f She s brimful of ſweetneſs and ſpirit, | 
And ſparkles with freedom and fun: 

Her ſtature's majeſtic and tall, 
And taper her boſom and waiſt ; , 

Her neck long, her mouth round and ſmall, 
And her lips, how delicious to taſte !_ 

ot the, Ke. 


You may graſp her with eaſe by the middle; 
To be open'd how vaſt her delight; 
And yet her whole ſex is a riddle, 
You never can ſtop her too tight. 
When your finger you once introduce, 
To her circle and magical power, 
Pop away from within flies the juice, 
And your ſenſes are drown'd i in the thower. 
For tho”, e 


But 


e Ä! ] Ä—ẽkꝶ f ooo ye 
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But the ſweeteſt of raptures that flow, 
From the bountifal charmer I prize, 
Is ſure when her head is laid low, 
And her bottom's turn'd up to the ſkies: 
Stand to her, and fear not to win her, 
She'll never prove peeviih or G74 3 
And the farther and deeper you're in her, 
The fuller ſhe'll fill you with Joy. 
For tho', &c. 


Thus naked, and claſp'd in my arms, 
With her my ſweet moments Fl ſpend; PRE > 
And revel the more on her charms, _ „ 
When I ſhare her delights with a friend: 
To Divinity, Phyſic, or Law, 
Her favours I never ſhall grudge, | at 
Thoꝰ each night ſhe may make a faux pas, x. 
| | With the Biſhop, the — or Judge. . Dae 6 
© i For MEE" & c. by DIO 


* n 


THE GOLDEN DAYS WE NOW POSSESS. 
IN praiſe of Queen Beſs lofty trains have been fovg, 


ſir, 


And her fame has been echo'd by old and by young, fr; 


But from times. s that are paſt we'll for once. turn our eyes, 
mn FILE * 118 


As the times we enjoy *tis but wiſdom to prize, fir. 


"Then, ohatorer were the days of good Queen, Beſs, 
Let us praiſe the Golden e we now poſſeſs. 


« Th 


F 5; . without 


Without armies to combat, or armadas to withſtand, ſir, 
Our foes at our feet, and the ſword in our hand, fir, 

Laſting peace we ſecure, while we're lords of the ſea, fir, 
And our ſtout wooden walls are our ſure guarantees, fir. 


Such are the Golden Days we now polleſs, ; þ 
Whatlſoever were the days of good Queen Beſs. 


No bigot rule the roaſt now, with perſectition dire, fir 
Burning zeal now no more heaps the faggot on the fire, ſir; 
No biſhop now can broil a. poor Jew, like a pidgeon, fir, 
Nor barbacue a Pagan, like a pig, for religion, fir. 
Such are the Golden Days. 


Now no legendary ſaint rob the labouter of one day, fir, 
22-0 Except now and then, when he celebrates Saint Monday 
| And good folks, ev ry: nn _— church without a 
| WM | pother, fir, 
By walking in at one door, and Nealing out at boten fir. 
Such are the Golden n 


Then for dreſs, modern Belles bear the bell _— 
compare, fir, 
Though neee and ruffs are got rather out of wear, 


ex; 8 
But when truſs'd up like polen, whether i, = or 
plump, . fir, 158 > 
'Tis no matter, ſo they“ ve re but a merrythought and 
rump. e e 8 


Such are the Golden Day 1 82 
| B2 | Such 


{ZE $3 4 


Such promontories ſure may be ſtyl'd Inacceſſibles, 
As ourſmall cloaths byprudes are pronounc'd Inexpreſſibles: 
And the taſte of our beaus won't admit of diſpute, fir, 
When they ride in their flippers and walk about in boots, 
/6Vi i:: Oge a 
Such is the Golden Days. / 


Our language is refined too from what is was of yore, firs 
As a ſhoe-ftring's the dan>y, and a buckle's quite + a bore, 
iz 
And if rais'd from the dead it would fore poze the | 
noddle,: far, © ĩ / 
Of a Shakſ peare to tell what's the TIER: or the Re "IN Gs 
Such is the Golden Days. 


Then for props of the ſtate what can AF in ſtory, fir, 
T »ſe two ltately pillars, called a Wig and a Tory, fir; 
Though by > their ny _ deines got ſo | 
Wrong, ſir 1 e | 
They forget to which fide of the bags they: belong, ſir. 
| 8 are the une vw | 


But as props of their firength ; 40 aptightnef may boaſt, 
os. 5 | 1 | 
While the proudeſt of pillars may be ſhook by a poſt, fir ; 
May the firm friends of freedom her bleſſings inherit, "Y 
And her foes be advanc'd to the poſt which they merit, ſir. 
Then ſhall the Golden Days we now poſſeſs, 
Far ſurpaſs the boaſted days of good Queen Beſs, 


% 


And 


1 


And as the name of Brunſwick claims hung love, and 
Mt; awe, fir, 
Far beyond a Plantagenet, a odor. or 1 F ir, 
Let the ſceptre be ſway'd by the ſon or the fire, ſir, 
May their race rule this land till the globe is on fire, ſir: 
/ | And may their future days, in glory and ſucceſs, 
Far ſurpaſs the Golden Days we now poſſeſs. 


/ SANDMAN JOF-* 
Sung at the Anacreontic Society 


at x Tue other day, as ink 10 | 
| p Holborn hill was dragging 
1 Zis louſy rips, they ſcarce could go, 
et ſtill the dog kept floggingg 
His raw-· rump team, fit for the crows, - 
Juſt ſtarv'd to death, could ſcarce go, 
Whilſt gallows Joe their rumps he rub'd, 


And roaring, _ here's your lily-white ſand, oh. 


| He'd not gone far to ſell his ſaad. 
Tas near a neighbouring n 27 
When turning of himſelf about, 
Thee he ſpied his flaſh ma'am, Sally: 8 


„ 


W — — — * 
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His raw rump team, fit for the crows, 
Could ſcarce ſtand, when he cried, wo-o !. 


But to keep them up, their rumps he Oe” 
And roaring, & c. 


— 


He ſtar'd awhile, then tarn'd his quid, 
Why, blaſt you, Sall, I love you! 


And for to prove what I have faid, 


This night F'll ſoundly f ve you. 
Why then, fays Sall, my heart's at reſt, 
If what you ſay you'll ſtand to; 


His brawny hand her bubbies preſt, 


And roaring, &c. 


Say Sall to Joe, where ſhall be g0 . 


To get ſome gin to warm us? 


Up to Sr. Giles's we will go, 


For their the gin won't harm us. 
His raw-rump team, & c. 


* 


Fd 


When to St. Giles's they had got, 
They ſat and they were merry; 
They five times fill'd the quartern pot, 
With * gin ſo cherry. 
His raw-aump team, Kc. 


© chen 
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O then they kiſs'd, and then ſhook fiſt, 
My deareſt Joey, don't I know you: 
Why you're as ſound a dog as ever piſs'd, 
This night PII doſs with my Joey. 
Then away he went with his flo ming laſs, 
To play the game you all know, 
Whilſt gallows Joe he wag'd his 2—e, 
And roaring, &c. 


N PRAISE OF A FAT MISTRESS. 
| Air—Derry downs: 


ING or ſay what you pleaſe of Belinda the tall, 
Maria the ſhort, or Amelia the ſmall; 
Dear Chloe's my theme, ſo extenſive in charms, 
That the front of * ſtays is too wide for my arms. 


Derry down, Ses. 


Ladies breaſts are love's Ss; as ballad folks bank 
But her breaſts are love's pillows, bed, bolfter and all, 
When dancing, ſhe moves like a mountain, I own, 
And my heart 's pit a · pat leſt the floor ſhould fall down. 
Derry down, &c. 


That Kitty is pretty what mortal denies,.. ; 
And ſtars, ſuns, and ſuch things, illumine her eyes; 
But to ſuch pigmy beauties my girl ſhan't give place, 
Who has not only ſuns, but full moons in her face. 

2 Derry down, &c. 


ve. 


7 8 } 


Pye often o'erheard the ill-natur'd expreffion, 
That beauty ſo bulky will pall in poſſeſſion ; 
In his notion the critic is ſurely miſled, 

Love's flames by her fat will be conſtantly fed. 


Derry down, ke. 


Pye a rival, what then? we can ne'er diſagree, 

There's enough, and to ſpare, both for him and for me; 

Enough—ay, good reader—I {wear by my troth, 

But I'll whiſper—there's rather too much for us both. 
Derry down, &c.. 


Your rhimers, your rhapſodiſts, roundelay-makers,. 
And ſuch ſort of what you call verſe-undertakers 
To this laſs, or that, pretend paying their duties, 
My girl is /o great, ſhe'll make twenty ſuch beauties. 
"ROE V & c. 


Her eyes, lips, and limbs —are amazingly great; 
All who've felt her charms, own they're of wonderful 
weight; 
She's lovely, ſhe's liberal, fweet temper'd and free, 
And only gives pain when ſhe ſits on my knee. 
Derry down, &ca. 


I ſtart not as timorous fribbles have done, 
At the ſubſtance of three or four females in one; 
Firſt balance her weight with his majeſty's coin, 
"CAGE let the dear ponderous Charmer be mine. 
| | Derry down, &. 


THE LADIES' TAYLOR : 
A Celebrated Iriſb Song. 


E bells that in riding delight, 
Who rejoice in the crack of the whip, 

If, when mounted, you wiſh to be tight, 

Let me your fair perſons equip; 
A plain Iriſh Tay!lor am I. | 
And Roger M' Strong is my name; 
'Tho' born near the town of Athy, _ 

A better from London ne'er came. 


Your London-bred Taylors, I own, 
The gentlemen's ſhapes better hit; 
But your true Iriſh artiſts are known 

The ladies much tighter to fit. 
In Killcock I firſt ſtudied my trade, 
And to Dublin ſoon after I came; 
Where many bold puſhes Pve made, 
In hopes of arriving at fame. 


Three years every art I have tried, 
This laudable end to obtain, 
And my needle I've conſtantly ply'd, 
In the centre of Petticoat lane; 

1 | C 
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But 


But wiſhing ſtill higher to ſoar, 
I've juſt to Smock alley removed; 

The button-hole graces my door; 1 1 

A A fign in all countries approv d. 


e f 


But here I muſt loudly declare, 
No ſtuff will I work but our own ; 
No ſtuff half ſo well ſuits the fair, 
As the produce of Ireland alone. 
To me all ye fair ones make haſte, 
If you wiſh that your country ſhould lire, 
Tis I that can pleaſe every taſte, 
And to each her full meaſure will give, 


Nay, ſhould 3 a young laſs, by miſtake, 5 
A tight pattern commit to my care, 
To ſtretch it ſuch pains I will take, 
That I'll ſoon make it fit to a hair. 
No cabbaging here yon need dread, 
Til filch-not an inch fmooth or rough; 
And, rather than cheat you, III add 
vor full yard of day own to your uf 


_—— 


Fu m 2 firongly to nie inclin d. 

Wy” 7 cuſtomer come when ſhe WR) 8 
. _ ready my needle ſhe'll find, ES 

| : To content her by hight and by r LACTIS 7 


And, ' rates than Gurl, 'T firear, i ward 1 DOB 
Flaſkno reward for my pains 4 | 
By the pleaſure of pleaſing the fair. 


THERE'S 


[ 19 4 
THERE'S SOMEBODY COMING. 


VON Roger bew Margery ae on ond deer, 
With kiſſing, and palming, and thumping; + 
For heaven's ſake, ſays Margery, look who's at the Jooe 
O curſe ye, there's ſome ebody ogy: 


But Roger he vow'd, and promis d, and brd; 
Ah Roger you are but a humming, | 
I cannot believe you, ſays ſhe I'm afraid— 

Pm afraid there i is N coming. : OE 


But Roger kept kiſſing, and preſſing, and ſqueezing, 
And at laſt the ſly rogue fell a drumming; $2 00 221 

Which at length prov'd to Madge ſo Ny greg, | 
She car'd not if old N 2 8 was a ee 8 


EM. 


F 4 


"THE IRISEIMAN'S s JOURNEY 10 LONDON. 


HEN 1 took my departure from Dublin's ſweet town, 
And for England's ownſelf thro” the ſeas Idid Plough, | 
For four long days I was toſs'd up and down, 
Like a quid of chew'd hay i in the throat of a cow; 5 
While afraid off the deck in the ocean to Nip, fir,” ty 
I clung like a cat, a faſt hold for to keep, fir * a 
Round about the big poſt that grows out of the ip, fir, 
O! Inever . more to ſling WF 


« 13 
Ry OT, 7 7 


„ eig 2 28 Thus 


1 F "0 25 < l os 
COT ONE e v y n , Es jr I IE YI Wn 


Thus ſtanding Rock ſtill all the while I was moving. 
Dill ireland's dear coaſt I faw clean out of light: 

Myſelf the next day a true |riſhmin proving 
When leaving the ſhip on the ſhore for to light; 

0 the board they put out was too narrow to ee 
The firſt ſtep I took (I was in ſuch a totter) | 

7 hat I jump'd upon land—to my neck up in water, 
O! that was no time to fing langolee. 


But as ſharp cold and hunger I never yet knew more, 
And my ſtomach and bowels did grumble and growl, 
I though the beſt way to get each in good hnmour, 
Was to take out. the wrinkles of both, by my ſoul. - 
. [ went to a houſe where roaſt meat they provide, mw 
With a whirligig which up the chimney I ſpied, fir, 
And which grinds all their ſmoke into powder beſides, fir 
Tis true as Im now fioging W 


Dax He * 


Then I went to the landlord of all the ſtage- coaches, 

T bat ſet ſail for London each night in the week, 

To whoml obnoxiouſly made my approaches, 
Su As. a birth aboard one I was come for to ſeeks © 
But a as for the inſide I'd no caſh in my caſket, | 
Says I, with your leave, I make bold, fir, to aſk it, 
When the coach is gone off, pray what time goes the ban 

ee 5 can ride and ſing langolee. 


Fs, 


When 
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When making bis mouth up, the baſket) fays he, My 


Goes after the coach a full hour or two 7 . 
Very well, fir, ſays I, that's the thing then for me, ſir; 
But the devil a word that he told me was true. 
For though one went before and the other behind, fir, 
They ſet off, cheek- by. jowl, at the very ſame time, ſir. 
So the ſame day at night I ſet out by moon-ſhine, fir, 
ii alone by myſelf ſinging langolee. 


O long life to the moon for a brave noble creature, 
Thad ſerves us with lamp- light each night in the dark; 
When the ſun only ſhines in the day, which by nature 
Wants no light at al!—as you all may remark; 
But as for the moon, by my ſoul II be bound, fir, 
It would ſave the whole nation a great many pounds, firs 


| * ſubſcribe to light him up all the year round, ſir, 
| , Or lll never ſing more about langolee. 


A 


DATE een amm I oor” 


* : 


| O bene, 80 fray 85 alle edel 
How much, to thy ſhame, thy caprice is recorded; "7 
As the wile, great, 5 good, of — frown ſeldom age 
Sh... 
Witneſs brave Bel; ſarius, wks beg for an halfpently:/ 
Date Obolum, Date Obolom, Date Obolum 


Feliſario. 


He 


He, whoſe fame from his valour and victories aroſe, Sir, 

Of his country the ſhield, and the ſcourge of her foes, Sir; 

By hĩs poor faithful dog, blind and aged, was led, Sir, 

_ With one foot in the grave thus to beg for his bread, Sir. 
=. Date, &c, 


When a young Bama Knight, in the ſtreet paſſing by, 

22 Fir, 8 . 

The vet'ran ſurvey d, - with a heart-rending ſigh, Sir; i 

And a purſe in his helmet he dropp'd with a tear, Sir, 

While the ſoldier's ſad tale attract d his ear, Sir, 
Date, &c. _ | 


have fought, I have Nen . have conquer 7 for 
Rome, Sir, 

1 have. crown'd Hap: with þ rhe hi for ages will | 
bloom, Sir; ö 

Pye enrich'd her with wealth, ſwell'd — pride and her 

power, Sir, 

om” her for life, and Gigrace | is wy dow” ro prac \ 
1 dc. . ; 
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. Yet- blood I ne'er monly waſted at random, / 
Loſing thouſands their lives with a nil dif ae * 
But each. conqueſt I gain'd, I made friend and foe know, 
* That my ſoul's only aim was pro publico bono. 

Date, &c. 
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I no colonies loſt by attempts to enſlave them, 5 

I of Rome's free rights never ſtrove to bereave them: 
Nor bow. down their necks to the yoke, for my please 
Have an empire diſmember'd, or nn 1 
Date, —_ 


Nor yet for my friends, for my kindred, or ſelf, Sir, 
Has my glory been ſtain'd by the baſe views of pelf, Sir; 
To ſuch ſordid deſigns I've ſo far been for craving, 
Old and blind, I've no choice but of begging or leg 
Date. &c. 


Now, if ſoldier or ſtateſman, of what age or nation, 
He hereafter may be, ſhould hear this relation ; © 
And of eyes light bereft, like me, grope his way, 'Sir, 

© The bright ſun · beams of virtue will turn * e Sik. 
OP os) 


- » 
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80 1 to diltreſs and to darkness iur. Sir, 

To this vile cruſt of clay when no longer immur'd, Sir, 

At Death's welcome ſtroke my bright courſe ſhall begin, 
"oi, 


And enjoy endleſs day from the ſunſhine Hain, Sir. g 
Date, &c. | Taal 


* i — 


THE 
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THE WEST COUNTRY BUMPKIN- 


OHN Bull was a bumpkin born and bred. 
At a clodhopping village in Glouceſterſhire ; 

And as for this world or the world's that's to come, 

For to-puzzle his noddle *twas never the near. 
For he never was known to ſet foot in a church, 
Till the day he took Dorothy there for a wife; 
And ſays John, by the Lord, I was never before 

In a place like a church all the days of my life. 


hay. 


For there L look d, and zeed nine or ten fellows, 
A zinging as loud as lungs could clink ; 

So thinking that I was got into an ale-houſe . 
I look'd up and ax'd, if they'd nothing to drink. 

When up came a man, and he pull'd off my hat, 
And he told me no drink was allow'd in the place; 

I thought that for zartain he muſt be the landlord, 

Or elſe PU have fetch'd him a punch in the face. | 


Howſomdever, I fancied 'twas never the near, | 
For to kick up a duſt, aud to frighten the bride ; 
Sol went further in to look at the place, 


4 = 
* 


And, Lord, what a comical zight I eſpy'd; 
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e was men folks, * women folks, penn'd up 
together, 
Like ſo many weathers and yews at a fair; 
| Beſides a long booby-hutch built up for holding 
The whole Corporation, Juſtaſſes, and Mayor. 


Then up got a little man into a tub, x Bd 
And he look'd as tho'f he'd been roll'd in the dirt; 
For you wou'd not fuppoſe he cou'd be very clean, 
When he'd got nothing on but a long black ma | 
Excepting a little white ſlobbering bib, | 
' Tuck'd under his chin, and ſlit in two. 
To be perch'd ina tub, and wear a black ſhirt, 
I was puzzl'd to think what a plague he cou'd do. 


For while he did turn up the whites of his eyes, 
And for mercy upon us did heartily pray, 
Another below, that fat in a cheſt, - * - 
Was mocking of eyery word he did ſay; 
And when he had fairly tired him out, | 
To the very laſt word, to do nothing by halves, © 
I verily thought he was going to fight him, 
For he itood up, and call'd for a couple of ſlaves. 


But the little man, 'tho'f he'd a black ſhirt on, — ́ 
Whip'd over'n another, as white as a clout, 
And then in a twink, with a twiſt of his fiſt, 
. He ſet open the tub, and he let himſelf out; 
D , | Upon 
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Upon which he took hold of a poor little babe, 
And as tho'f he had got neither ſhame nor grace, 
He dipp'd his fingers into a trough, 
And ſplaſh'd the cold water all over his face. 


To be ſure I thought *twas a ſhameful thing, : 
For to ſerve a poor babe ſuch a woundy trick, 
For tho'f he did ſqueak like a pig that isſtuck, 
They did mind him no more than a gooſemunchiek- 
Odſbobs ! and I thought if the maggot ſhould bite, 
And they wanted to make but child of a man, 
Who could tell but to turn ſuch a baby as I, nr 
Might be ſous'd in the nga like a ſop 1 in a ; Pan 


So I took to my 1 and 1 ape away, 
Like a luſty fellow for ſure and ſure, 

And ſwore in my guts, if they ever catch'd I 
O' the inſide the door of a church any more, 

They ſhould plump me up to the ears in the hog trough, | 
Juſt like a toaſt in a tankard then; D 

And ſouſe me, and ſop me, and ſop me, and ſouſe me, 
A hundred times over and over again. 


ANA. 
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. -. ANACREON ON HIMSELF. 


By the Rev Mr. Fawkes. | 


IX 7 HEN I drain the roſy bowl, 
Joy exhilarates my foul : 

To the Nine I raiſe my ſong, 

Ever fair and ever young. 

When full cups my cares expell, 

Sober counſels then farewell; 

Let the winds, that murmur, ſweep - 

All our ſorrors to the deep. 


When I drink dull time away, 

Jolly Bacchus, ever gay, 

Leads me to delightful bowers, 

Full of fragrance, full of flowers. 
When I quaff the ſparkling wine, 


And my locks with roſes twine, 


Then I praiſe life's rural ſcene, 
Sweet, ſequeſter'd, and ſerene. 


When I fink the bowl profound, 
Richeſt fragrance flowing round, 
And ſome lovely nymphs detain, 
Venus then inſpires the ſtrain. 


* 


When 


7 28 ] 


When from goblets deep and wide, 
I exhauſt the generous tide, | 
All my ſoul unbends—T play 

Gameſome with the young and gay. 


FROM ANACREON. 
By Abraham Cowley, Eſq. 


TH thirſty earth drinks up the rain, 

And thirſts, and gapes for drink again; 
The planets ſet in the earth, they are | 
By conſtant drinking freſh and fair. 


> ha 


The ſea itſelf, which, one would think, 
Should have but little need to drink, _ 
Drinks many thouſand rivers u, 

Iuto his everlaſting cup. _ 


The buſy ſan (and one would gueſs TR 
By his drunken fiery face no leſs) _ 1 
Drinks up the ſea, and when that's done, 
The moon and ſtars drink up the ſunun. 


„ 


La 


They drink and dance by their own light, 

They drink and revel all the night; 1 
Nothing-in nature's ſober found, | 

| But an eternal health goes round. 


Fill up the bowl, boys, fill it high; 
Fill all the glaſſes here; for why 
Should every creature drink but I ? 
Why, man of morals, tell me why? 


44h 


* Arthur Dawſon, Ex. *; 


* As fellows al, 3 58 
Who love to be told where there 5 cloves good ſtore, 
Attend to the call _ 
Of one who's ne'er frighted, 
But greatly delighted, | 
With ſix bottles more: _ 
he ſure you don't pass 
The n houſe 1 G ane 
* Third baron of the Exchequer in PTY For 1 
aid to have tranſlated it from one of the Fay * 


Carolan, a celebrated n Triſh: Bard. 
Which 


1 
Which the jolly red god ſo peculiarly owns : 
*Twill well ſuit your humour, 


For pray what would you more, 
Than mirth, witn good _ and bumpers, quire . 


Ye lovers who pine > panel e 1 
For laſſes that oft prove as a 8 | 
Who whimper and whine . 
For lilies and roſes, 1 8 
With eyes, lips, and noſes, 
Or tip of an ear: 
Come hither, I'll ſhow you. | 
How Phillis and Chloe * 08 | 
No more ſhall occaſion ſuch ſighs and ſuch groans 
For what mortal ſo ſtupid 
As not to quit Cupid, 
When call'd by good claret, and ts ſquire Jones 
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"Fa noch who write, 
And brag of your drinking fam'd Helicon”: 5 brook, 
Though all you get by t 
Is a dinner oft- times, 
In reward of your rhimes 
With Humphrey the duke: 
Learn Bacchus to follow, 
nd quit your Apollo, 
en all the muſes, thoſe ſenſeleſs old crones; . 
1 Our jingling of glaſſes - | 
Your rhiming ſurpaſſes, 
When crown'd with good claret, and * Nquire 


. 
Te 


E 


Ye boldiers ſo ſtout, | 
With plenty cf oaths, though no pleaty of coin, 
| Who make ſuch a rout 
Of all your commanders 
Who ſerv'd us in F mine 
And eke at the Boyne: 8 
Come leave off your rattling 
Your ſieging and battling, 
And know you'd much better to sleep in whole bones; 
Where you ſent to Gibraltar, 
Your note you'd foon alter, 
And wiſh for ook claret, ad bumpers, '{quire Jones. Th 


Ye As ſo wiſe, END 
Who myſt'ries profound can demonſtrate moſt clear, 
How worthy to riſe! 
You preach once a week, 


But your tithes never en 
Above once in a year: 


Come here without falling, | 
| And leave off your railin g 
Gainſt biſhops providing for dull ſtupid a 
Says the text ſo divine, 
What i is life without wine? 
Then away with the claret, a Wen e Janes. 


_ 
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Ye TIO ſo juſt, 


Be the cauſe what it will who ſo leargedly 0 


How worthy of truſt ! 
You know black from white, 
Yet prefer wrong to right, 
As you chance to be fee'd: 
| Leave muſty reports 
And forfake the king's courts, 


Where Dulneſs and Diſcord have ſet up their thrones, 


Burn Salkeld and Ventris, 
With all your damn'd entries, 2p 
And away * the 188 80 a bumper, ſquire 1 88 


Ye phyſical tribe, 
Whoſe knowlege conſiſts in hard words and grimace, | 
| Whene'er you preſcribe 
Have ar your devotion 
Pills, bolus, or potion, 
Be what will the caſe: 
Pray where is the need 
Jo purge, bliſter, and bleed; ? 
* ailing yourſelves the whole faculty owns, 
That the forms of old Galen 
Are not ſo prevailing 
As mirth with good claret, and bumpers, ſquire Fut 


Ye 


1 


— 


Ve faking . 
That follow the call of the horn and the how, 
Who your ladies forſake, x 
Before there're awake, 
To beat up the brake 
| Where the vermin is found:? 
Leave Piper and Blueman, | | 
Shrill Ducheſs and Trueman; ä 73 
No muſic is found in ſuch diſſonant tones: — | 
Would you raviſh your ears | 
With the ſongs of the ſpheres. 
Hark away to the claret, a bumper, ſquire Jones. 


In Praiſe of Good Ale. 


WIN the chill Sirocco blows, | | 
And winter tell a heavy tale, : #1966 

When pies, and daws, and rooks. and CrOWS, 

Do ſit and curſe the froſt and ſnows, 6 

f Then give me ale. 
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Ale is a Saxon rumkin then, 

Such as will make Grimalkin prate, 

Bids valour burgeon in tall men, 

Quickens the poet's wit and pen, 
Deſpiles fate. 


Ale, that the abſent battle Gghts, 


And forms the march of Swediſh drum, 


Diſputes with princes, laws and rights, 


What's done and'paſt tells mortal wights, 
| And what” sto come. | 


Ale, that the plowman's heart unkeeps, 
And equals it to tyrants thrones, 


, That wipes the eye that over-weeps, 3 


And lulls in ſweet and dainty ſleeps, 
The o'er wearied bones. 
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Grand- child of Ceres, Bacchus? daughter, 


Wine's emulous neighbour if but ſtale, 
Ennobling all the nymphs of water, | 
And filling gach man's heart with ape, | 


Ob. giver me ale. 


11 


THE BROWN JUG, 
| Initated from the Latin of Hieronymus Amaltheus. 5 | 


By the Rev. Mr, Fawkes. 


Dem Tom, this brown. jug, which now foams with 


mild ale, | 
(In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the 8 
Was once Toby Fillpot, a thirſty old ſoul 
As e' er drank a bottle, or fathom'd a bowl; 
In booſing about 'twas his praiſe to excell, 
e Jolly ous he bore off the bell. 


Bt chane'd, as in 933 he fat at his ſds; | 
In his flower-woven arbour, as gay as you pleaſe, 
With a friend and a pipe, puffing forrows away, 

And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, 
His breath-doors'of life on a ſudden were ſhut, 
And he "_ full as 8 a Dorchelice butt. 


His body when long i in the ground it had lain, 

And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, AY MEL 
A potter found out in its covert ſo ſuug, 4 22 
And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jug; 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, and mirth, aud mild ale, 

So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale. 


Ra; By 
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Ay Mr. William Woty. 


M Te with cluſters of grapes PII entine, 


And batter all joys for a goblet of wine. 
In ſearch of a Venus no longer I'll run, 
But (top and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 


Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair ? 
*Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair. 


And pray what mighty; joy can be found in a glaſs, 
If not fll'd to the health of a favourite laſs. 


V 
'Tis woman, whoſe joys every rapture impart, 
And lends a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart. 
The miſer himſelf (fo ſupreme is her ſway) 
Grows a convert to love, and 9 2 his key. 


At the ſound of her voice Sorrow Iifis up her head, 
And Poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her ſhed ; 


Whilſt Age in half ecſtacy hobbling along, 


Beats time with his crutch to the tune of her ſong... 


D x0) Then fill me a Wen from Bacchus's hoard, , 
N W 'The largeſt, the deepeſt that ſtands on the board: 
I' fil up a brimmer, and drink to the fair, 


"Tis the thirſt of a lover, then pledge who dare, | 


BY 
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Zy James Shirley. 
THE glories of our birth and ſtate, | | 
Are ſhadows, not ſubſtantial things; _- 
There is no armour againſt fate; FR 44 
Death lays his icy hands on kings: 
Sceptre and crown : 
'Muſt tumble down, | » 
And in the duſt be equal made | 
With the poor crooked ſcythe and ſpade. = l 


Some men with ſwords may reap the field, _ | 

Aud plant freſh laurels where they kill; | 
But their ſtrong nerves at laſt muſt yield, TR 

They tame but one another ſtill, 

Early or late 

LY They ſtoop to fat, 
And muſt give up their murm'ring breath, 

When the pale captive creeps to death. 


* Theſe fine moral ſtanzagwere originally intended for a 
olemn funeral ſong in The Gontention-of Ajax and Ulyſſes. 
It is ſaid to have been a favourite with King Charles # . 
Percy. 1. 270. Wa 5 


The 
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The laurel withers on your broẽw, 

Then boaſt no more. your mighty deeds, 
Upon Death's purple altar now 
See where the victor vid im bleeds; 

All heads muſt come 

| Io the cold tomb: . 
- Only the actions of the juſtet * 
Smell ſweet, and bloſſom in che my | | 


THE POWER OF MUSIC. 


Initated 19 85 the * 


4 0 


Wurde Orohent! went down to the regions : below, | 
Which men are forbidden to ſee, 

He tun'd up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhow, . 
To ſet his Euridice free. 


All hell was aſtoniſh'd a perſon ſo wiſe as 
Should raſkly endanger his life, 

And venture ſo far but how valt their ſurpriſe ! 

When they heard that he came for his wife, 


- | "> ey 


1 


To find out a puniſhment due to his fault, 
Old Pluto long puzzled his brain, 
But hell had not torments ſufficient he thought, 
o he gave him his wife back again. | 


But pity ſucceeding found 1 in bis heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, 

He took her again in reward of his art; 
Such merit had muſic in hell! 


By Mr. Collins. 5 * 


OW ſleep the brave who ſink to reſt, 
By all their country's wiſhes bleſt? 
When ſpring, with dewy fingers cold, 


Returns to deck the hallow'd mold. PV 
She then ſhall dreſs a ſweeter ſod | 
Than Fancy's feet have ever trod. * 
; 18 
mritlen in 1746. | 
By 


_ 
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By Fairy hands their knell is rung, 
By forms unſeen their dirge is ſung; 
There Honour comes a pilgrim grey, ib 
To bleſs the turf that wraps their clay; STS 
And Freedom ſhall a while repair 5 
To dwell a weeping hermit there. : 
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Þ Cymbeline. A 


Sung by Guiderus and Arviragus over Fidel, 


* fo be Ka 


To ict Fidele's graſſy tomb 


Soft maids and village hinds ſhall bring 


Each opening ſweet of earlieſt bloom > 
a” rifle all the Jung Tpring: | 
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| * wailing ghoſt all dare appear 
To vex with ſhrieks this quiet grove, 


But ſhepherd lads aſſemble here, 


And Pg virgins own their * * 
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No wither'd witch ſhall here be ſeen, 

No goblins lead their nightly crew; 

The female Fays ſhall haunt the green, - 
* dreſs thy grave with pearly dev?! 


"The red-breaſt oft at evening hours (1 
Shall kindly lend his little aid, 

| With hoary moſs, and gather'd flowers, 

To deck the ground where thou art laid: - 


When howling winds, and beating rain, 
In tempeſts ſhakes the ſylvan cell; 

Or *midſt the chace on every plain, 5 
The tender A. on thee ſhall dwell. 


Exch Jovel y ſcene ſhall —_ reſtore, 
For thee the tears be duly ſhed; 

Belov'd, till life can tharm no more; 
And mourn'd, till Pity's ſelf be dead. 


> "2 * 


- By Mr. Garrick. * 7 


Tov ſoft flowing Avon, by thy 3 ſtream, | 1 85 

Of things more than mortal, wet Shakſpeate | | 
would dream, | 

The Fairies by moon-light dance mee” his green bed, 

For hallow'd the turf is which pillow'd his head. *. 


* In his Ode upon dedicating a building, and ertfied 4 
. to Shakſpeare, at Straifora upon Avon. £19 
F The 
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The love-ſtricken maid, the ſoft- nn ſwrain, 

Here rove without danger, and figh without — 18" 

The ſweet bud of beauty no blight {hall here dread. 
For hallow'd the ny is * SAT his hobo 1 
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Here youth fhall be famed for their Tore, and their OY 
And chearful old age feel the ſpirit of youth; 

For the raptures of fancy here poets ſhall tread, 

For hallow'd the turf is that pillow'd his . 


Flow on, ſilver Avon, in ſong ever flow, =. 
Be ſwans on thy borders ſtill whiter than ſnow! 11 | © 
| Ever full be t- x ſtream, like his fame may it render” * 
And the turk ever ballow'd which pillow'd his n., 
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THE IRISH HUNT. 7 | 


- 


e eee na guiragh. 


\ 


ARE! L bak ! jolly ſportſmeo, awhile to my ule, : 
Jo pay your attention I'm ſure it can't fall! 
= of lads, and of horſes, and dogs that ne'er tire 
er ſtone wall and hedges, through dale, bog, and brut; * 
T pack of ſuch bound, and a ſet of fuch men we 
*Tis aſhrewd chance if ever you meet with : Dog's 
Had Nimrod, the migheſt of hunters, been there, 
Fore gad he'd have ſhook like an aſpen, for fear. 


In 
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In ſeventeen hundred, and forty and four, 

I be fifth of December, I think *twas no more, 

At five in the morning, by moſt of rheclocks, 
We rode from Kilruddery in ſearch of a fk 
The Laughlinſtown landlord, the bold Owen Bray, 
And 'ſquire Adair ſure was with us that Cay; 

Joe Dibbil, Hal Preſton, that huntſman ſo ſtout, 2h 
Dick Holmes, 2 few others, and fo we ſet our. I 


We caſt off our hounds for an hour or more, 

When Wantos ſet up a moſt tuneable roar; 

Hark to Wanton ! cried Joe, and the reſt was not Dack, 
For Wanton' s no trifler eſteem'd i in the pack: - 
Old Bony and Collier came readily in 
And every hound join'd in the muſical din; 

Had Diana been there ſhe'd have been pleas'd to the life, 
And one of the lads got a goddeſs to wife. 


* 


Ten minutes paſt nine was the time of the day, 

When Reynard broke covert, and this was his play: 

As ſtrong from Killegar as though he could fear none} 
Away he bruſh'd: round by the houſe of Kilternan ; 3 
Jo Carrickmines thence, and to Cherrywood then, 855 2 
Steep Shankhill he clim'd, and to Ballyman- glen; 3 
Bray common he croſs'd, leap'd Lord Angleſey's 3 wall, 
And ſeem to ſay, little I value vou all e 
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He ran Buſhes, .grove,.. up to Carberry- burns 
Joe Dibbil, Hal, Preſton kept leading by turns 
Ihe earth it was gpen, but he was ſa ſtout. 
Though he might have got in, yet he choſe to  Keepont 
To Malpas high hill was the way then he few; 

« At Dalkeyſtone- common we had him in viv ;; 
He drove on, by Bullock, through eee 28. 

And ſo on 10 Mougtown, where Laury grey weary. 


- 


Through Rothelionn 1 like an arrow. he ny 4 
And came to the ſteep hills of Dalkey at laſts: iT 
There gallantly plung'd himſelf i into the ſes, 40 L f 
And f ſaid in his, heart, ſure none dare 1 
But ; ſoon, « to his colt, he perceiv'd;that no <0 8 i 
Could ſtop the purſuit. of ſuch itaunch matted. _ 
His policy here did not ſerxe him airuſh, 441 15D 
Fire couple of tartars were hard at his bruſh, 


8 N 


To recover the ſhore then again was his FR Fan 197) 
But, ere he could reach to the top of the clift, 

He found both of ſpeed and of cunning a lack, 
Being waytlald and xd by the reſt of the pack. 
At his death there was preſent the lads that I've ſung 
Save Laury, who, riding a garron, was flung, 115 5 

Thus ended, at length, a moſt delicate chaſe. 5 { 


What held us fire hours and ten minutes ſpace. | * 
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We return'd to Kilruddery's  plentifil dann 

Where dwells Hoſpitality, Mirth, and my Lord? 

We talk d o'er the chace, and we toaſted the bela 

Of the man who neꝰ er varied for places or wealth, 
Owen Bray balk'd a leap, ſays Hal Preſton, twas odd; 

*T was ſhameful. cries Jack, by the great living Goth, 

Says Preſton, I halloo'd, Get on, though you fall „ 

or I'll leap” over you; n blind gelding and all. 


Each glaſs was adapted to Freedom and ſport, 

For party affairs we conſign'd to the Corey. > 

Thus we finiſh'd the reſt of the day, and the AY 

In gay-flowing bumpers and ſocial delight ; 
Then, till the next morning, bid farewell each brother, 
For ſome they went one way, and ſome went at another ; : 
Ab Phoebus befriended our earlier roam,” 0 
80 Luna tock cite in ran: Jo us $ home. OE Ie 


Heid id 36 DAE 
© 


To, our ox VALENTINES s DAY. 90 


SOME. So 89 big: 
95 Source of every heart-felt j 1 # 5% 80 
Leave the bliſsful bow'r awhile, AS Bid an i 
Paphos and the Cyprian ile : 
Viſit Britain's rocky ſhore, 
Bir tons too thy pow'r adore, 
0 © 


Britons, 


| In 46 J 
Britons, hardy, bold, and free, 
Own thy laws. and yield to thee. 3 | 
Source of , every heart · felt joy. 
Come TO * pled boy. . 


Haſte! to Sylvia, haſts away, 

This is thine, and Hymen's day; ML.” 

Bid her thy ſoft bondage wear, 

Bid her for Love's rites prepare. 

Let the nymphs with many a flow'c _ 

Deck the ſacred nuptial bow'r. | 

Thither lead the lovely fair, 5 

And let Hymen too be there. 

This is thine, and Hymen's day, | 
Haſte to Sylvia, haſte away. 


Only while we love we live, 2 2103401 
Love alone can pleaſure git 
Pomp and pow'r, and tinſel ſtate, © 
Thoſe falſe pageants of the greaatt. 
Crowns and ſceptres, envied things, >C 1 
And the pride of Eaſtern kings, 5 

Are but childiſh empty toys 
When compar'd to Love's ſweet 5 . 
Love alone can pleaſure give, „ 
Only while we love we live. | 


+ LOVE 


N 


1277 


„ 


OV=® the mountains, 2 
And over the waves, ben 

Under the fountains, © _ 
And under the graves; | 
Under floods that are deepeſt, _ 


4" 
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Over rocks that are ſteepeſt, 
Love will find out the way. 


Where there is no place 
For the glow- worm to lie z 


Where there is no ſpace dre 


For receit of a fly < ate 


Where the midge dares not venture, Fa 


Leſt herſelf faſt ſhe lay; 


If Love come, he will enter 
And ſoon figd out his wax. 


Y N ＋ 
© 5 2 13 . 
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You may eſteem him 
A child for his might, 
Or you may deem him 
A coward for his TO - 
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But if ſhe, whom love doth honbuuf 

Be conceal'd from the day, 

Set a thouſand guards upon her, 
Love will find out the way. 


Some think to loſe him, 
By having him confin'd, 
And ſome do ſuppoſe him, 
Poor thing, to be blind; 


But if neꝰ er ſo cloſe you wall kim 5 | ; 


Do the beſt that you may, 
Blind Love, if fo ye call him, 
Will find out his Was 


+ . 


You may train the eagle 
To ſtoop to your fiſt; 

Or you may inveigle © 

The phenix of the Eaſt ; 

The lioneſs, ye may move her 
To give o'er her prey; 

But you'll neer ſtop æ lover: 
Love will find out the way. 


E 48 1 j 


THE NIGHT BEFORE LARRY WAS STRETCHED. 


: * % 
* * * 


- 4 favourite Song in all the Conoivial Secietics in” 


Treland. 


Air—To the Hundreds of Drury 1 ſts 


94 


| THE night before Larry was ſiretch d, 
The boys they all paid him a "ate; "a 
And bit in their ſacks too they fetch” - I 
They ſweeted their duds till they riz it: 
For Larry was always the lad, | 


When a friend was condemn'd to, the lqueezer, | : 


But he'd fence all the tags that he had, 
To help a poor friend to a ſncezer, 
Aud moiſten his gob fore he died. ® 


t'm ſorry, now Larry, ſays IJ. 
To ſee you in this ſituation, + 4. a 
Pon my conſcience, my lad, I don't 8 
I'd rather it had been my own ſtation. 
Och hone ! -its all over, ſays he, 


For the neckcloth I'm forc'd for to put on: 


And by this time to-morrow you'll ſee, | 
Your Larry will be dead as mutton, , 


Bekays why, my dear, my courage \ was and 


* 


brogue. 
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The boys they came crowd ing in faſt, PE 
They drew all their ſtools raund about him; 4 

Six glims on the coffin were plac'd, | 
He could n't be well wak'd without them. 
Tax'd if he was fic for to die, 


Without having firſt duly repented ; 
Says Larry, that's all in my eye, 
Its only what gownſ{men invented, 
To get a fat bit for themſclves. 


The cards being call'd for, they play'd 
Till Larry found one of them cheated ; 


He made a ſmart ſtroke at his head, 


(The boy being eaſily heated) 
Oh! by the holy, you fee, 

I'll ſcutile your nob with my daddle; 
You cheat me becauſe I'm in grief, 
But ſoon I' demoliſh your noddle, 

And leave you your claret to drink. 


OS 


5 , 


Then in came the prieſt with his book, 
He ſpoke him fo ſmooth and fo civil 


Larry tipp'd him a Kilmainham Took, 


And pitch'd his big wig to the devil; 


4.5 +7 
gn 
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Then ſtooping a little bis head 
To get a ſweet drop of the bottle, 
And pitiful ſighing, he ſaid, 
Oh! the hemp will be ſoon round my trottle, 
And choke my poor wind- -Pipe to death. 


2 i 
5. — 


So movingly theſe laſt words he ſpoke, 
| We all vented our tears in a ſiower; 
For my part I thonght my heart broke, 
| To ſee him cut down like a flower: 
1 On his travels we watch d him next day, 
Oh! the hangman I though I could kill him; 
Not one word poor Larry did ſay, | 
Nor chang'd till he came to King William; 
Then, my dear, his colour turn'd white. 


When he came to the nubbing chit, 
He was tuck'd up fo neat and ſo pretty: 
The rumbler jogg'd off from his feet, 5 | 
And he died with his face to the city ! | | 
He kick d too - but that was all pride, | 
For ſoon you might ſee *twas all over; 
Soon after the nooſe was untied, | 
And at darky we wak'd him in als. | 
And ſent him to take a ground ſweet. c 
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* A ſtatue in College Green, Dublin. > 
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1 * Love thee, by heaven, I cannot ſay more; 

Thea ſet not my paſſion a cooling ; | 
If thou yield'ſt not at once I muſt e*cn give thee 0 ery - 
: F or I'm but a novice at wooing. 


* 


What my love wants in words, it ſhall make up in 40 
Then why ſhould we waſte time in ſtuff, child? 
A performance, you wot well, a promiſe exceeds, N 15 
And a word to the wiſe is ee _ e 


I know how to 1 and to make chat love known, 

But hate all proteſting and arguing: — 

Had a goddeſs my heart, ſhe ſhould een lie alone, ö 
If ſhe made 2 5 wards to he ka a: my 


I'm a cos in love, and but barely! dw 
Whate'er my fond eyes have been ſaying : | 
Prithee, be thou ſo too; ſeek for no better terms, 
It cen throw ROY yea or wy nay in. 


| a Ming i 
1 cannot han love, ike. a chancery ſuit, 1 
Tb he age of a patriarch depending; : 
Then pluck up a ſpirit, no longer be mute, 


Give it, one Vay or other, an ang. "ug 


E £171 | 
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Long ——— s the vice of a phlegmatic fool, 
Like the grace of fanatical ſinners, 


Where the ſtomachs are loſt, and the vietuals grow cool; 
Before men ſit down to their dinners, 


e 


Wur fo Ps Te wan; "or ed. 


Prithee why ſo pale? 
Will, when looking well can't t more her, 
Looking ill prevail? „ 
Prithee wþ7 ſo 1800 55 „ 3 1 ; 
Why ſo dull * mint, young dauer ? ps 


Prithee why ſo mute? 


Will, when ſpeaking well can't win ber 8 8 8 al fk - 


Saying nothing do't ? 46 1 . 
Prithee why 0 mute? der dl nat 


Quit, quit for vans : this will not move | : 
This cannot take her; TY eg ace te 
II of herſelf ſhe will not lore, [5 40 e 
Nothing can make her 5 5 & 0 Sau gan T 
The devil take her rr 2006 ci Sur 
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Should fortune, ſtooping from her ſæ 47 


By 1 William 2 


Sw gbr. are the e ich ſoriog 1 
The verdant plants, and laughing awer, 


Fragrant the violet, as it blooms, 


And ſweet the bloſſoms after ſhowers. 


| $weet is the ſoft, the ſunny breeze, 


That fans the golden orange grove; 


But oh! how ſweeter, far than theſe _ "TAR. 


The kiſſes are of. her I love. 


Je roſes, bluſhing * your beds, 3 


That with your odours ſcent the air; 
Ye lilies chaſte ! with filver heads 
As my Cleoras boſom fair. | ö 
No more I court your balmy ſweets; ns 
For I, and I alone, can prove, 
How ſweeter, when each others meets, | 
The kiſſes are of her 1 e | 


— 


Her t. N eye may gaze inclin'd, 
Their pleaſing leſſon firſt I caught; 

Her ſenſe, her friendſhip next confin d RRV 
The willing pupil ſhe had taught. 


ConduQ me to her bright alcove; 
Yer, like the turtle, I ſhould die, 
Denied the kiſs of her I love. 


THE 


E 


THE GIRDLE. 
0 By Edmond Waller, Efq- 


THAT which her ſlender waiſt confin'd, — © | 


Shall now my joyful remples bind: Ns : | 
No monarch but would give his crown | 


His arms might do what this has done. 


* 


* 
— — — 


It was my heaven's extremeſt ſphere, . 1 
Tbe pale which held that lovely deer: „ 
My joy, my grief, my hops, my love, . 

Did all within this circle more! 


3 — — me hin ma 


tu — 
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A narrow compaſs | and yet there . 
Dwells all that's good, and all that's far: 5 | 

Give me but what this ribband bound. | 
Tanke all the reſt theſun goes ound]. | 


'TO CHLOE. JEALOUS: 


» Mathew 11 22. 


D Chloe how blubber'd i is that pretty _. 
Thy cheek all on fire and thy hair all uocurl'd?. 
Prithee quit this caprice, and (as old Falſtaff ſays) 
Let us een talk a little like folks of this world. 

How canſt thou preſume thou haſt leave to deſtroy + 
I The beauties which Venus but lent to thy keeping? 
Thoſe looks were deſign'd to inſpire love and joy : 
More ord'nary eyes may ſerve people for weeping. 


nd PF ns, 


Tobe we'd 4 at t A trifle or two that 1 wilt, 
Your judgment at once, and my pa ſſion you wrong; ; 
Ton take that for fact, which will ſcarce be found wit - 
Odslife ! muſt one ſwear to the truth of a ſong ? 


What [ ſpeak, my fair Chloe, and what T write ſhows” 
Tube diff rence there is betwixt nature and art; 3 


I court others in verſe; but I love Thee it proſe; 
e have my whimſies, but thou haft my barks 


"abs By | : 
The 
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The god of us verſe- men (you know child) the Sun, 
How after his journies he ſets up his reſt : 
If at morning o'er earth 'tis his fancy to run; 
At night he reclines on his Thetises breaſt. 


So when I am wa with matte all day, 
To thee,” my delight, in the evening I come: 

No matter what beauties I ſaw in my way: — © 
They were but my viſits; but thou art my home. 


Then finiſh, dear Chloe, this paſtoral war; 
And let us like Horace and Lydia agree: 

For thou art a girl as much brighter than hgñeeerr,. 
As he was a poet ſublimer than me. 10 


e $554.64 4 "Mc n * . 181 * — 2 $4 7 
TRE Lass OF THE MILLI. 


* Miſs Arn Jones. 


Ox the brow of A hilt; a young ſhepherdeſs Aal, EOS 
Who no pangs of ambition or Tove' had e e er "felt: ; 
For a few ſober maxims {till ran in her head, er 
"Y That *twas better to earn, ere ſhe eat her brown Wel 5 
| That to riſe with the lark was conducive to health, ö 
And, to folks in a cottage, contentment was wealth. 


H- Now 


e 


Now young Roger, who lived in the Ally below, 

Who at church and at market was reckon'd a beau, 

Had many times tried oer her heart to prevail, | 
And would reſt on his pitch-fork to tell her Wehe, we”, 
With his winning behavour he melted her heart; 
But, quite artleſs berſelf, ſhe ſuſpected no art. 


He had Ggh'd and proteſted, had kneel'd and implor'd, 
And could lie with the grandeur and air of a lord? 
Then her eyes he commended in language well dreſt, 
And enlarg'd on the torments that troubled his breait ; 
Till his ſighs and his tears had ſo wrought on her mind, 
That in downright compaſſion to love ſhe inclin'ds: 


Bat as ſoon as he'd melted the ice of her breaſt, 

All the flames of his love in a moment decreas'd ; 

And at noon he goes flaunting all over the vale, 

Where he boaſts of his conqueſt to Suſan and Nell: TH 
Though he ſees: her but ſeldom, he's always in haſte, 
And if ever he mentions her, makes her his jeſt. 


All he day ſhe goes ſigking, and hanging her head, 
And her thoughts are ſo peſter'd, ſhe ſcarce earns her ren 3 
The whole village cried ſhame when a e ex goch, 
That ſo little affection is ſnhow'd to the cows : 1 
But ſhe heeds not their” railing, e'en let them rail on, 
And a fig for the cows, now her ſweet-heart is gone. 


Now 


L389 1 
Now beware, ye young virgins of Britain's gay iſle, 
How ye yield up your hearts to a look or a ſmile; 1 0 
For Cupid is artful, and virgins are frail, 17 Bib! 
And you'll find a falſe Roger in every vale, e bi! 
Who to court you and tempt you will try all his fill 3 3 
But remember The laſs on the brow of the hill. 


THE LASS WITH THE GOLDEN LOCKS. 


VB Mr. Chriſtopher Smart. 
O mots 700 i wrriok, lt f Polly n no ore, * 
Nor all the bright beauties that charm'd me before ; 
My heart for a ſlave to gay Venus Ive fold. 


And batter'd my freedom for ringlets of gold; 


Pl throw down my pipe, and neglect all my flocks 
11 85 will "oy to e 1 Wen the n meg e 1 


5578 | . 1 52 
Though o'er lat whi te 8 the gilt reſſes flow, 


Like the n. of the ſun on a hillock of ſuow ; oy 


„ nf Er 
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Such painters of 0'd drew the Queen of the Fair, 
Tis the taſte of the ancients, *tis claſſical hair 
And tt o wi: lings may ſeoff, and tho? raillery mocks, 


Yet I'll ſing to my laſs with the golden locks. 


To live and to love, to converſe and be free, 

15 loving, my charmer, and living with thee ; 

Away go the hours in kiſſes aud rhime, ene 
Spite of all the grave lectures of old father Time; ge LF 
A fig for his dials, his watches. and clocks 3 #10 04h 973 
He's beſt ſpent with the laſs of the 8 18.1 


. 5 
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Than the ſw wan in «the brook he's more Goa tomy as | 
Her mien is more ſtately, her breaſt } is more white; 3, 15 85 
Her ſweet lips are rubies, all rubies above, 
Which are fit for the language or labour of love ; 

At the park in tlie mall, at the play in the box, 
My laſs bears the bell with her golden locks. 
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Her beautiful eyes as they roll or they am, 1 
Shall be glad for my joy, or ſhall weep for my woes 
She ſhall eaſe my fond heart, and ſhall ſooth my ſoft Pain, : 
While thouſands of rivals are ſighing in vain ; b 
Let them rail at the fruit they can't reach, like the fox, 
While J have the laſs with the golden locks. 


SUM. 


By Thomas Berewood, Eſq. 


Wurar thi light cannot pierce, ina qrove ink _ trecs, 
With my fair one as blooming as May, 
' Undeſturb'd by all ſound but the ſighs of the . 
Let me mY the hot noon of the ww ' 11 


When the ſun, leſs 1 to the ml inclines, ; 
For the meadows the groves we'll forſake, 
And ſee the rays dance, as inverted he ſhines, 
On the face of ſome river or lake. 
Where my faireſt and I, on its verge as we paſs, BY ; x _ 8 
(For 'tis ſhe that muſt Rill be my theme) wh 
Our ſhadows may view on the watery glaſs, 
While the fiſhare at play in the ſtream. 


May the heards ceaſe to low, and the Jambkins to > bleu, ; 
When ſhe ſings me ſome amorous {train ; tits 
| All be ſilent and haſh'd, unleſs Echo repeaet 
The kind words and ſweet ſounds back again. 


\ 


And 
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And . we return to our cottage at night, 
Hand in hand as we ſauntering ſtray, 

Let the moon's ſilver beams thro* the leaves give us light, 
Juſt direct us, and chequer our way. 


Let the nightingale warble its notes in our walk 
As thus gently and ſlowly we move; 
And let no ſingle thought be axpreſe d in our talk, 
| But of IT 17 1b into love. . 


* \1 


Thus enchanted each day with theſe rural delights, 
And ſecure from ambition's alarms ; | 

Soft love and repoſe ſhall devide all our nights, rat pag 
And each morning ſhall riſe win new Charins, Fes 
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THE HONEST FELLOW. 


er 1 pox 0 this nonſenle, T prithee give 0 wen, 

And talk of y you Phillis and Chloe no more; 
Their face, aud their air, and their mein What a rout f. 
Here's to thee, my lad puch the bottle about. 


/ 


. 

- 

- 

* 8 uf] Let 
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Let finical fops play the fool and the ape; Wo 
They dare not confidein the juice of the grape; 5 
But we honeſt fellows—'ſdeath ! who'd ever think 
Of puliog for love, while he's able to drink, 


Tis wine, only wine, that true pleaſure beſtows ; 
Our joys it increaſes, and ligkrens our woes; 
Remember what topers of old us'd to ſing, _ 
The man that is drunk 1 is as great as a king. 


| 1 Cupid aſſaults you their” s law for his tricks; 
| Anacreon's caſe, ſee page twenty-ſix ; 
The precedent's glorious, and juſt by my ſoul; 
Lay hold on, and drown the young . in a * 


What's liſe but a frolick, a Gs: and . * 
14 My toaſt ſhall be this, while I've liquor to quaff, 

May mirth and good fellowſhip always abound; 

Boys, fill up a bumper, and let it go round. 


By Mr. Henry Carey- 


A. 


And a flaſk of old port, let me ſit the night 0 
And laugh at the malice of thoſe who repive, *' 
i That they muſt ſwig porter, while I can drink wine. 


ITH an honeſt old friend, and a merry old ſqng. 


Wet ; 2 | I envy 


Tenvy no mortal, though ever ſo greaty 
Nor ſcorn I a wretch for his lowly eſtate ; 
But what I abhor, and eſteem as a curſe, 


11 


* 


Is poorneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs of purſe, 


Then dare to be generous, dauntleſs, and gay, 
Let's mertily paſs life's remainder away 

Upheld by our friends, we our foes may deſpiſe. - 
For the more we are envied, the higher we riſe. 


N. 


AN HUNDRED YEARS HENCE. 


LET: us hi woe be merry of 


Dance, joke, and oe, 
With claret and ſherry, 


Theorboe and voice: _ 
The changeable world 
To our joy is unjuſt - 
All treaſure's uncertain, 
Then down with your duſt. 


Inu frolics diſpoſe FF 


Your pounds, hillings, and pence, | 


15 rer we will be nothing 


An hundred years hence. 


We'll 


— as. ade. ds og 
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Fiſh dinners will make 


Your moſt beautiful bit, 3 4 


That none but the m 8 
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We'll kiſs and be free 
With Moll, Betty, and Nelly, 
Have oyſters and Iobſters, 
And maids by the belly, 


A laſs ſpring like a flea; 
Dame Venus, love's goddeſs, 

Was born of the-ſea : 
With Bacchus and her 

We'll tickle the ſenſe, _ 
For we ſhall be paſt it 

An hundred years hence. 


That hath all eyes upon her, 
That her honeſty ſells 

For a hogoe of honour, _ 
Whoſe lightneſs and brightneſs 

Doth ſhine in ſuch ſplendour, 


Are thought fit to attend her; 
Though now ſhe is pleaſant, 
And ſweet to the ſenſe, _ 
Will be damnable mouldy 
An hundred years hence. 


' 
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In the hundred takes 8 . 
Who wants in his wealtk, er 


And pines in his plenty; 1 ene TT 
Lays up tor TT 
Which he ſhall'ne'er ſee, . | 
The year one thouſand _ a 8 


Eight hundred and three: 
His wit, and his wealth, 

His learning, and fenſe, 4 Af 
Shall be turned to nothing | RO 15 

An hundred years hence. 


4 
ES.-4 


Tour Chancery lawyers; 005! 71ctn 5 
. Whoſe ſubtilety-thrives, «nn em 
In ſpinning out ſuits - 

To the length of three lives; 
Such ſuits which the clients 


Do wear out in ſlavery, I 
Whilſt pleader makes conſcience 

A cloak for his knavery, © 
May boaſt of his ſubtilety : 

In the preſent tenſe HHS, 
But non eff ‚—² 73ůãꝶ. ne 

An hundred years hence. 

Thon 
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Then why ſhould we turmoil 
In cares and in fears, fron 
Turn all our tranquility _ 
To ſighs and to tears? 
Let's eat, drink, and play, 
Till the worms do corrupt us, 
*Tis certain, 5 mortem 
Nulla volußtag. 
Let's deal with our damſels, 
That we may from thence, 
Have broods to ſucceed us 
An hundred years hence. 


% 


(COME now, all ye ſocial Powers, 
| Shed your influence o'er us; 
Crown with joy, the preſent hours, 
Enliven thoſe beforg us, 
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Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring,” 
Joy ſhall quickly find u; 

Drink, and dance, and laugh, and ſing,” 
And caſt all care behind us. 


Love, thy godhead I adore, 


Source of generous paſſion , 
But will n&er bow down before 

Thoſe idols, wealth or faſhion. 
Bring, &c. 


Friendſhip, with thy ſmile divine, ; 


Brighten all our features; 


What but friendſhip, love and wine 


Can make us happy creatures. | 
Bring, & c. 


n 
A, 
G29 


| Why the deuce ſhould we be ſad, 


While on earth we moulder ; 
Grave or gay, or wiſe or mad, 
We every day grow Ps, 


| 1 me. : 


* Then 1 as will ſteal away © 
Spite of all our ſorrow; | 

Heighten every joy to day, 
Never mind to-morrow. 


E 9 J 


Bring the flaſk, the mnſic bring, 
Joy ſhall quickly find us; t 3 

Drink, and dance, and laugh, and ſing, 
And caſt dull care behind us. 


S O N G, 


LD Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles : 
Pll tell you, young gentlemen, what the fates' will is: 


Lou, my _ 
Muſt go 9 2 
(The gods will 15580 it fo) 


To the ſiege of Troy; | 
Thence never to return to Greece again, 


' But before thoſe wall to be lain. 
Never let your noble courage be caſt down ; 


But, all the time you lie before the town, 
Drink, and drive care away, drink and be merry; 
You'll ne'er go the ſooner to the Stygian ferry. 
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Oo fill me a glaſs, fill it high, 
A bumper, a bumper I'll have: 
He's a fool that will flinch, I'll not bate him an 9 
Though I drink myſelf into the gra ye. 


Here's a health then to thoſe jolly ſouls, 


Who like me will n&er give o'er; _ 


Who no danger controuls, but will take off their — 
And merry ſtickle for more. 


1 
off * 


Drown reaſon, and all ſachi weak foer, Win you JOY / 
I ſcornito obey her command. 
Could ſhe ever ſuppoſe Fd be led «is ens, EO 2 
9 glaſs ſtand? n. 452 
05 Ry 83 LE 31 } : NGO nn 4 
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Reputatio-s $ abügbest to fools, . . 
A ſoè to the j Joys « of dear drinking, 3 
Made ufe of by tools, who'd ſet us rules, 80 
And bring us to poſitive thinking. 
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Telb'em all, 1'll have fix in my hand, 
For I've trifl'd an age away : _ 
Tis in vain to command, the fleeting ſand 
Rolls on, and cannot ſtay. 


Come, my lads, move the glaſs, drink abour. 1 
We'll drink the univerſe dry; | 
We'll ſet foot to foot, and drink it all out, 

1f ance we grow ſober we die. 


S O N 8. 


. You know that our ancient ohiloſophzrs hold, 
There nothing in beauty, or honour, erna, 
That bliſs in externals no mortal can finßdſ. 


And in truth, my good friends, I am quite of their mind. 


What makes a man happy, I never can doubt, 

"Tis ſomething within him. and nothing without; 
This ſomething, they lay, was the ſource of content, N 
And, en they call*d 3 rl f twas wine that N meant. F 


© 
+ k 
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Without us, indeed, it is eee 8 8 5 
But, ye gods! how divine if we get it within; 

"Tis then of all bleſſings the flouriſhing root, 

And, in ſpite of the world, we can gather the fruit. 


When 


9 " 
A — 
— . ˙—— dat W 


= 
* a 
— 
— fn 
— , * = 
py SA - . 
+4 ? 


— — 


— 


— — 1 
> ” 1 2 — IPRS — 
—— 


, . WIL ꝛmmõ.r: ! Ü. . a OO — 
w — 2 7s 1 2 by K 
4 „ 
F * 4 4 
2 


. 72 . | 8 


When the battle is wanting the ſoul is depreſt, ; 
And beauty can kindle no flame in the breaſt ;. | 
But with wine in our hearts we are always in love, 15 


We can fing like the linnet, and bill like the dove. 


48 . 


Am the king and prince of drunkards, 
Rating, rattling, jovial boys: 
We deſpiſe your ſullen thinkers, | 2 \ 

And fill the tavern with our noiſe, 3 a 
We ſing and we roar, 85 
And we drink and call for more, | 
And make more noife than twenty can; 
Tis therefore all we ſwear, _ vita 0 
That the man who knows no care, U f 
He only deſerves the name of —— ret boi 17 1 


— 


* My friend and I drank whole ebe | 
| Full of ſack up to the brim :. ; 
I drank to my friend, and he drank his pot, 
So we put about the whim: 8 
Three bottles and a quart, 
* We ſwallow'd down our throat, | | 
But hang ſuch puny ſips as __ e | e TOE 196% 3 
We laid us all along.” FIGS en eee, 
With our mouths unto the bang 84 
And tipp'd whole hoſheads off with eaſ. 


11 


I heard of a fop that drank whole tankards, 
Stil'd himſelf the prince of ſots: 
But I ſay now hang ſuch ſilly drunkards, 
Melt their flaggons, break their pots. 
My friend and 1 did join 
For a cellar full of wine, s 
And we drank the vintner out of doors ; - 
We drank it all up, 7 
In the morning, at a ſup, 


And greedily rov'd about for more. 


My friend to me did make this motion, 
Let us to the vintage ſkip:  _. 
Then we embark'd upon the ocean, a 
Where we found a Spaniſh ſhip, 
Deep laden with wine, 
Which was ſuperfine, 
'The failors ſwore five hundred tun ; 
We drank it all at ſea, 
Ere we came unte the key, 


And the merchant ſwore he was quite undone. ' | 


* 


My friend, not having quench'd his thirſt, | bv 


Said, let us to the vineyards haſte 


Straight then we ſail'd to the Canaries, -. | 
Which afforded juſt a taſte; .. 
From thence unto the Rhine, 
Where we drank up all the wine, 
by K 


Tin 
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Till Bacchus eried, Hold, ye je bes, or ye i EE ID 
And ſwore he never found, TH 
In his univerſe round . 

Such thirſty ſouls as my friend and I, 


out, fie! cries one, what a beaſt he makes him! 
He can neither ſtand nor go. 
Out, you beaſt you, you're much miſtaken, | 
Whene'er knew you a beaſt drink ſo ? 
; Tis when we drink the leaſt, | 
That we drink moſt like a beaſtz 
But when we carouſe it ſix in hand, | 
*T'ts then, and only then, 
That we drink the moſt like men, 
. When we ns lt we can deliber g0 nor ſtand. 
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172 115 Mr. Garrick. 


FE true eg Beſagns who 5 0 your own land, 

W hhoſe ſires were ſo brave, ſo victorious and the, 
Who always beat France when they took ber in hand, 
Come join, honeſt Britons, in chorus with me. 


tn) 


Let us ſing our own treaſures, old England's good cheer, 
The profits and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh Beer. 

Your wine-tipling, dram ſipping fellows retreat, 

But your beer-drinking Britons can never be beat. 


The French with their Wenn are meagre : and pale, 
They drink of the {ſqueezing of half-ripen'd fruit, 
- But we who have hop-grounds to mellow our ale. 
Are roſy and plump, and have freedom to boot. 
Let us ſling, &c. 


Should the French dare invade us thus arm'd with our poles, 


We'll bang their bare ribs, make their lantern jaws ring, 
For your beef-eating, beer-drinking Britons are ſouls, 
Who will ſpend their laſt drop for their ue and 
king. 


Let us ſing our own Wee old England's good cheer, 
„ "Tha 28 and pleaſures of ſtout Britiſh beer. 

Jour wire-tipling, dram-drinking fellows retreat, 

But your 1 Ry Britons can never be bear 
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By Mr. W. Bedingfield. 


* hug a in perfect 35 
What would you wiſh for more than theſe *- 


| A healthy, clean, paternal ſeat, 
Well ſhaded from, the ſummer's heat. 


2 


A little parlour ſtove to hold 

A conſtant fire from winter's cold, 

Where you may ſet, and think, and ſing. 
Far off from court. God bleſs the King 
Safe from the harpies of the la vam, 
From party rage, and great men's paw; ö 
Have choice few friends of your own wwe ; 5 

A wife agreeable and chaſte. 


An open, but yet cautious mind, 
Where guilty cares no enterance fad ; 

Nor miſer's fears, nor envy's ſpite, 

To break the ſabbath of the night. 


= 


1 | | 
Plain equipage, and temp'rate meals, 
Few taylors, and no doQas' bills; 
Content to take, as Heaven ſhall pleaſe, 
A longer or a ſhorter leaſe. 


NEPTUNE'S RAGING FURY; 
of, THE 
Gallant Scamea's Sufferings. 


| you gentlemen of England 
/ That live at home at caſe, 5 wo 
Ab, little do you think uë7¾mmmf 25157 097 Tn ( 
The dangers of the ſeas; Nas Che Poa 7 
Give ear unto the mariners, n 25 
And they will plainly ſhow das” anda. 

Al] the cares, and the fears 

When the ſtormy winds do blow, 


4 


All you that will be ſeamen, 6 10655 A L 
Muſt bear a valliant heart, | 
For when you come upon the ſeas, 
You'muſt not think to ſtart; 
5 Nor 


. 1 


Nor once to be faint- hearted. 
In hail, rain, [blow] or ſnow, 
Nor to think for to ſhrink | 

When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


The bitter ſtorms and tempeſts 
Poor ſeamen do endure, 
Both day and night, with many a fright, 
We ſeldom reſt ſecure. 
f Our ſleep it is diſturb'd | 
With viſions ſtrange to know, + oh e -8 
And with dreams, on the ſtreams, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


\ 


In claps of roaring thunder | 
Which darkneſs doth enforce, 
We often find our ſhip to ſtray 
Beyond our wonted courſe ; 
Which cauſeth great diſtractions, 
And ſinks odr hearts full low. © be. 
Tis in vain to complain, | „„ 2 ng 
When the ſtormy winds do Glow. : 


Sometimes in Neptune's boſom / 

Our ſhip is toſt in wave, 
And every man expecting 
The {ea to be their graves; 
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Then 


* 
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Theu up aloft ſhe mounteth, 
And down again ſo low; 

"Tis with waves, o with waves, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow, 


The dowa again we fall to prayer, 


With all our might and thought, 
When refuge all doth fail us 


Tis that muſt bear us out; 
To God we call for ſuccour, 
For he it is we know, 
That muſt aid us, and ſave us, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


The lawyer and the uſurer, 
That ſits in gowns of ſur, 


In cloſets warm can take no harm, 


Abroad they need not ſtir ; 


When winter fierce with cold doth Nach | | 


And beats with hail and ſnow, 


We are ſure to endure, 
When the ſtormy whe do blow, 


5 3 | 
We bring home coſtly merchandiſe, . 
And jewels of great 1 
To ſerve onr Engliſh gallantry, 

With many a rare device; 


: 
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| To pleaſe the Engliſh eallantry, 


Our pains we freely ſhow. 
For we toil, and we moil, t £4 
When the ſtormy winds do blowy » 


* 


We ſometimes ſail to the Indies, 
To fetch home ſpices rare, 


Sometimes again to France and Spain, 


For wine beyond compare 
Whilſt gallant are carouſivg, *' + 
In taverns on a row, | 
Then we {weep o'er the dees 
When the ſtormy winds do blow 


When tempeſts are blown over, 
And greateſt fears are paſ, 
In weather fair, and temperate air, 
We ſtraight lie down to reſt; + - 


But when the billows tumble. - 


And waves do furious grow, 
Then, we rouſe, up we rouſe, _ __ 
When the ſtormy winds do blow 


* 


If enemias oppoſe vs, 
When England is at wars, 


Wich any foreign nations, 


We fear not wounds nor ſcars; 


Our foaring guns ſhall reach em 
Our valour for to know, 
Whilſt they reel in the keel, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


We are no cowardly ſhrinkers, 
But true Engliſhmen bred, 


We'll play our parts like valliant hearts; 


And never fly for dread ; 

We'll ply our buſineſs mimbly, 
Wheree'er we come or go, 
With our mates to the Streights, 
When the ſtormy winds do blow. 


Then courage, all brave mariners, 
And never be diſmay'd. 

Whilſt we have bold adventurers 
We never ſhall want a trade; 

Our merchants will employ us, 
To fetch them wealth, I know; 

Then be bold, work for gold, © 

When the ſtormy winds do blow, 


When we return in ſafety, 
With wages for our pains, 
The tapſter and the vintner 
Will help to ſhare our gains; 
| L 


i 1 


We'll call for liquor roundly, 2 
And pay before we go; 

Then we'll roar on the ſhore; „ 0 
Whew the 0 vinds do blaw. 5 8 


THE HUNTING OF THE HARE, ” 2 0 


* of fn. in ruſtical atoll,” 
Form'd in fancy, and Whiſtled on Pl at 
Sung to ſolace young nymphs u pon holidays, | He 55 
Are too unworthy for wonderful deeds, MOT 
Sortiſh Silenus es 
To Phoebus the genius my 
Was ſent by dame Venus, a ſong to prepare, 
In phraſe nicely coin'd, 
And verſe quite refin'd, | : | 
How the ſtates divine hunted the hare, 1 
4 Stars 
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Stars quite tir'd with paſtimes Olympical, 
Stars and planets which beautifully ſhone, | 
Could no longer endure that men only all 
Swim in pleaſure, and they but look on; 
Round about herned 
= Lucina they ſwarmed, 
| And her informed how minded they were, 
Each god and goddeſs, 
_ To take human bodies, 
| As lords and ladies, to follow the hare, 


. & . 
— 
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Chaſte Diana applauded the motion. 0 
While pale Proſerpina ſat in her place, 
To light the welkin, and govern the ocean, 
While ſhe conducted her e in chace 
By her example, NR 30 25 r Io 2040 
Their father to trawple,. 5 . 
Theearth old and ample, they Ed leave the a air; 
Neptune the Rex, ba 16) ewt 
And wine Liber Pater, 
And Mars the ſtaughter, to follow the 1 


Light god Cupid was mounted on Pagaſus 
+ Borrow'd of the Muſes with kiſſes and pray'rs 5: 
Strong Alcides, upon cloudy Caucaſus, 


Mounts a centaur, which proudly him bears; 5 | 
4 ES Poſtillion f 


| 
: 
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Ceres the brown, with bright Cytherea; 


1 
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Poſtllion of the ly, 3 
Light- -heel'd Mercury 


| Made his.courſer fly, fleet as the air; : 


While tuneful Apollo l kk 
The kennel did follow, | 
And hoop and holoo, boys, after the hare, | 


Prown'd Narciſſus from his metamorphoſis, 
Rous'd Ecko, new manhood did take; 
Snoring Somnus upſtarted from Cimmeris, 
Before for a thouſand years he did not wake; 
There was club- footed 
... Mulciber booted, 
And Pan promoted on Corydon's mare; 
Proud Pallas pouted, 
Loud Aolus ſhouted, 
And Memes N yet n. the hare 


Flymen uſhers gag ab | 


The jeſt took hold of Latona the cold; 


Thetis the wanton, Bellona the bold: 
Shame fac'd Aurora, 
With witty Pandora, _ 
And Malo with Flora did. company bear; ; 
But Juno was ſtated _ 
I Too high to be mated, 


L haged not hunting the hare. 
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Three brown bowls to th' Ol ympical rector, 
The Troy-born boy preſents on his knee; 
Jove to Phoebus carouſes in nectar, 
And Phoebus to Hermes, and Hermes to me. 

Wherewith infuſed, 3335 : 
I piped and muſed, | | 

In language unuſed, there ſports to declare, 
Till the houſe of Jove 
Like the ſpheres did move :— 

Health to thoſe who love hunting the hare, 


— 


ANNA; Ok, THE ADIEU. 


HEN the ſailors catch the breeze, ong ka 15 
weigh'd 4 
To bear me from Anna, my beautiful mid 

The top- maſt aſcending, I look for my dear, 

And ſigh that the features imperfect appear; 

Tiil aided by fancy, her charms I ſtill trace, 

And for me ſee the tears tickle down her pale face 
Wbile her handkerchief waving folicits my view, 

and [ hear her ſweet lips ſadly 155 out, adieu! 
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The pleaſing deluſion not long can prevail, ODE 
— riſe the _ waves, and more e briſk blows the 
gale: 5 
The gale that regards not the abe that it TER 8 
The proud waves, ſtil e tho”. augmented by 


tears. 
Ah! will ye not one fingle moment delay, 


Oh, think from what rapture you bear me away ! 
Then my eyes ſtrain in vain my dear Anna to view, 
And a tear drops from each, as I ſigh out, adieu! 


Yet ſome comfort it gives to my agoniz'd mind, 

That I (till ſee the land where I left her behind; 

The land that gave birth to my charmer and me, 
Tho' leſs'ning, my eyes beams with pleaſure to ſee 2 
Tis the cuſket that holds all that's dear to my heart, - 
Fis the haven where yet we ſhall meet, ne'er to part * 

If the fates are propitious to lovers ſo true; 

But if not, deareſt Anna! a long, long adieu! __ 


4 


THE MAID OF MARTINDALE. _ 


P Martindale, a village gay, 
A damſel deigus to dwell, 
Whole locks are like a ſummer's day, 
Whole charms no tongue can tells 


| 


Whenc'er * 3 1 


E 7 


Whene'er I meet her o on my way, 
1 tell my am'rous tale; 

Then heave a ſigh, or ſoftly ſay, 
Sweet maid of Martindale. 


This nymph has numbers in her train, 
From Hodge up to the ſquire, 

A conqueſt makes of ev'ry ſwain, 
All gaze, and all admire. 

Then were's the pb; alas! for me, 
That 1 ſhould e'er prevail; 

Yet while I breath, I'll think of thee, 
Sweet maid of Martindale. OY 


\ # 


Should fate propitious be wy lot, 
To call this charmer mine, 
I'd live content in lowly cot, | 
And pompous thoughts reſign: g 
But if ſhe ſcorns each heart-felt ſigh, 
And leaves me to bewail ; : 
For thee, my fair, for thee I'll die, 
Sweet maid of Martindale. 
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HE tuneful lav'rick cheers the grove, 
ol And ſweetly ſwells the ſummer green. 
Now o'er the meads ] love to rove, 

Wi bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 


Bonny Jem of Aberdeen, 
Bonny Jem of Aberdeen, 
Now o'er the meads I love to rove, 


. Whenc'er we fit beneath the broow 
Or wander o'er the lee, 


Always wootng' mme. 
Wender we fit, &. 


He freſn and fair as flow'r in May, 
The blytheſt lad of a' the green; 
How ſweet the time will paſs away, 
Wi' bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 
Whene er We, &. 


Wi' Fs I leave my father” „ 


4 Well pleas'd to ſhare the humble lor 
Of bonny Jem of Aberdeen. 
n er we, &:, 


HE'S ALWAYS WOOING ME. 


Wi' bonny Jem of Aberdecn. e an n 


He's always wooing, wooing, rn 


WY ilky ſport of glen or green, 


„a 
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t Was, D'YE SEE, A WATERMAN: 


\ [ WAS; d'ye ſee, a waterman; | 
| As tight and ſpruce as any— 
*Twixt Richmond town and Horſlydowa, 
I turned an honeſt penny; | 
None could of Fortune's favours brag A 1 
More than could lucky I, 
1 My cot was ſnug, well fill'd my cag 
\ My grunter in my ſty; 
With wherry tight, 
And boſom light; | 
I cheerfully did o; 
And to complete this ptincely life 
| Sure never man had friend and wife; 0 
Like my Poll and my partner Joe. 
| Like my Poll, &c. 


I roll'd in joys like theſe while: 
Folks far and near careſs'd me; _ 
Till woe is me ! 
So lubberly, 
The vermin came and preſo d a 5 
How could I all theſe pleaſures leave, | 


How with my wherry part ? V 


I never ſo took on to grieve, 
11 8 * very heart; 
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But When on board 

They gave the word 

To foreign parts to go, 
J ru'd the moment I was born, 
That 1 ſhbuld ever thus be torn 


From my Poll and my partner Joe. 
From my Poll, &c. 


I did my daty manfully, | 
e on the billows roaring, 
And night or day 
Could find my way, | 

Blindfold, to the main-top bowling; 
Thus all the danger of the main, 

Quick- ſands and gales of wind, 

I brav'd, in hopes to taſte again 

The joys I left behind. | 

In climes afar, 15 e 
In hotteſt war, 1 

Pour'd broadſides on the foe, 

In hopes theſe perils to relate, 

As by my ſide attentive ſat, 

My wife and my partner Joe. 

My wife, &c. { 


At laſt it pleas'd/his Majeſty , || _ | 
To give pegce to the natign,.. +». 
And oneſt hearts 

From foreign part 

Came home for action. - | 


8 


= % 
d 6 it x 
— ve 


TL 92 ] 


Like 635 felt new life 
Now free from war's alarms, By 
I return'd—and found my friend and *in 
Lock'd in each other's arme: 
; Yet fancy not 
I bore this lot 
For him, a lubber—no; 
For ſeeing [ was finely trick*d, 
Plump to the devil I boldly kick'd 
My Poll, and my partner Joe. 
My Poll, &c. 


SONG IN THE PART OF, PUMPS, 
Sung by Me Edwia. 2 © . 


A PRETTY damſel' s eyes, I vow, Nos 
Do with me what they will; 
J look, I feel, I can't tell how, 
And quite forget my bill. 
Tho from my work | never ceaſe, 
Yet *tis ſo little paid, | ET | 
That, ſhould my cuſtom thus increaſe; 7 0 VF 
Faith, 1 muſt leave off tradl mee 3 
; Fal lal de lal, 
Faith, I muſt leave off trade. 
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2 en "Yo 1 make to fit ſo pat, 
For many à jovial ſoul; 
So I drink with this—and I drink with har, 
- But ſeldom touch the cole. 
+ Tho” from my work, &c. 


; 1 
515 
ON anlass DEPARTURE FROM LONDON. 
8 EET aide: adicu! y ſhall meet thee no more, { h 


For fate ſigns my doom, as I faw thee depart ; : 
The light” ning of Beauty 1 ſtay'd 1 to adore, 
2 Tail me ah of Mor tality fell on my heart. 


Then baſten, ye breezes, a moment repair, 

From the thyme- cover d hill, and the river's gay verge, 
To catch the laſt tear for the loſs. of my fair, : 
Aud belag, e ee MF pling * 


* 


271 
"EO 


"Fe$3 1] | 


Tis a rapture to love, tho? with paſſion unknown, 
While hope ſpreads her proſpec ſo, bright tothe view; 
But the lover is loſt when the object is gone, 
And he yields to the ſoftneſs he cannot ſubdoe 


Then, ye violets! glance your blue eyes on the mead, 
And taſte the moiſt odours of balm-breathing morn; 
On your lips wanton Zephyr ſhall loiter to feed, 
As you wreathe your freſh leaves at the N the 
thorn- 55 


And you, feather'd ſongſter, indulge your ſoft lay, 
From the elm tree's high bough, or the buſh in the 
brake; 
Go warble your joys in the pride of the day, 
Or dip,your light ns the bed of .the lane: 


For again ſhe will walk yon thick covert among. 

And rifle each flower of its charms and its ſweets; 

Will derive a delight from the nightingale's ſong, 
As at evening he mourns in the bloſſom'd retreat. 


: Tes! Maria again ſhall illumine the ſcene, | 
But never ſuſpe the affliction ſhe gave: 

Nay, gt times when fatigu'd by her walk on e 
For reſt, may unwintiog!y ſit on my grave. 


Ah! 


Ah! then if my ſpirit ſhould hang on the clod, 
Not a word of my woes or my death ſhall it tell, 

Leſt the tear of her pity ſhould fall on the ſod, 
And my doom be to ne on pthe ſpot where they felt 


Yet ſure to behold the bright beam of her eyes, 

To gaze on the roſe bud that blows. on her — 
Jo hear her dear voice, might excuſe the ſad ſigh - 
Of him, who had ne'er the preſumption to ſpeak. 
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ob! if me had know and had felt for my pain, 


I muſt have been happy, I would have been bold; 
But I err'd—for in truth to conceal, is to feign, | 
And 1 die for the ſecret I ought to have told. 


Alas! the fond image. 8 on I l „ e e 
Is beginuing to tade, and in dimnels retire; | 
Ah! Co not, dear Exelience ! do not depart! 
Stay, ſtay but an inftant—and ſee me expire? 
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HRE, Aller hulk, lies poor Tom Bowling - 


The darling of our crew, 
No more he'll hear the tempeſt howling, 
For death has broach'd him too. 


His form was of the manlieſt beauty, 
His heart was kind and ſoft, 
Faithful below he did his duty, 
And now he” s gone aloft. 


Tom never from his word en 
His virtues were ſo rare; 


IIis friend were many and true beatted, 


His Poll was kind and fair. 


And then he'd ſing fo blythe and jolly— - 


Ah! many's the time, and oft; 
But mirth is turn'd to melancholy, 
For Tom is gone aloft. 
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Let ſhall poor Tom fin | pleaſant 
When He, who all commands, 


| Shall give to call life's crew together, 


Death, who kings and tars . 
19; Tom's life has vainly doſt'd; 5 5 . 
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